anc 




COWBOY STAR OF THE MOVIES 




TIM HOLTS 

WfcSTfRN AL8UM 




Tim Holt chuckles (probably at something 
Chito said) as he reads his own magazine. 



In hot pursuit ol the hodmen. Tim blazes away 
with his six-gun as Chito Harts to draw iron. 




m cornets a villain- 
ous cowhand and makes 
him squeal on his gang. 



The roundup over Tim and Chito (hat with Nan Leslie. 






-. ,.l-l II) [•ublliticl M-monthly l-y Mi«.«ini En»n«i». Pabhialinn offirp, 

_ ... H.» Y..L «>tl >n,l Kir.usiM ,-t,:... II P«lt flKt. N — V ■ . . T fJ V V,,,.,n, II,-,,, l'„h!,,h,,. 

XlvnuilLlI C KIWI ■■■■■■!■ H ■■<.«". '■!■■•■ DilMI ■ pMlftll • < lie Ml <>*:• .< Buffilo, K. » I 
UrS.A., JSf (Urdu lulu. Knurl Ennlenti n.p>ii l itiit<l 1141! h/ Mi(>il.li ttiMlpiuet. dinted in U.S.A. 



TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 



^THEY ROBBED THE SLASH BOX 
AN* THE GOOSE-EGG SPREAD. 
RECKON THEV FI6UREP w£ W&S 
RlPE POR PlCKIN', TOO - WITH 
YOU AH* CHITO AWAV.' 



At thB t bar h ranch noose 



-^THAT M6AN* ^-^THAT5 THE SIZE OP tT. 
THE WHOLE RANGfilTHeY RUSTLE AN* ■* 
15 WIDE OPEN TO/STEAL AT THE SAME 
' ' -^TIMe. IP THE COWBOY* 
ARE ON THE RANGE, THE 
CROOK HA* A CINCH 
. TIME. IP TMEY AREMT 
fc> THS CATTLE ARE 
[5URe TO GO.' 





W WE 

r ipe; 

SHE 


L, I GOT AM 
AS J ROCK IN. 
RIFF SEE WHAT 
THINK ABOUT 11 


m TM.K 4UE». Tl«. 

V MY VJEAP5 A04IN' 

A FROM TByiN Tt) 

..&t BUT TUK f' 

11 {'AWL 1 


f/&. 


-^>?H!1 



TIM HOLT 




ANP WHEN THE STiTCHiNO ifi 
PONE, AND TtM AND CH1TO 
RlDS M6RO THAT NIGHT- — 



*ROM A OiSTANC*. THC$g Ou* 
AMES LOOK LIKE COW80VS 
RiDlN<3 HSflD. IF WE CAN FOOL 
THE OWLHOOT^ INTO THINKING 
WE HAVE PLCNTV OF MEN, 
THBV'LL TACKLE THE OTHER 
RANCHES 



THE OTHER RANCHES 

<AVg ALL THE REAL 
<TOEt*GTH. WMfiN TMC 
RUSTLERS TACKLE THE 
HEY'LL GET A HOT fi£CIPn6«!| 



HlGH Irt THE H1LL5- 





0LTT AS Tl« SPEAKS, ONB 
Of THE ROPES ON A PUMMV 
SLIDES DOWN--. 



h H6 TRICKED ' 
11 US GOOD.' 

1* Wr^Jft^T 


V LUCKv THING THAT * 

/ROP£ SUPPED AN' THE 

DUMWV TU^BLEO OUT 

gBLOPTHE SADDLE. 'j 






i 




UmUs 


^Sfe 








W^Sm 


Mfc 




^S 




TIM HOLT 



AS TIM WHIRLS, A R1PL8 CRACKS 
DOWN AGAINST Ml* HBAD 




'AN' r*LL TAKE CARE OF 




That night, after the outlaws 
have ridden fro*\ the cabin, suck 
5a^ 6r1m6s tim's oinn6r 

i^to Show you t 

MEAN WHAT r SAY 
ABOUT NO TROUBLE 
I'M WILLING TO CvT 
THAT GREASgWOOD- 
SO tOO CAN STORE IT 
UP AS FIREWOOD. 



HM«M. /v\AV0E 
VOV AND ME 

iARE GOING 
TO GET - 

Along okav, 

HOLT 




TIM HOLT 



TVlEN ONE NIGHT, SUCK 
SAM RACES INTO CAMP 
STRANGELY EXCITED BENDS 
TO U6HT THE &\6 5I6NAU 

FIRE- 




TTM HOLT 



TOO* *LA«H &OX AHD l*A7. ««VA 
ftOOS«-C&& AND RAFT€« MAT.THS 
VtfN^PPW. RiO£*t» OATWBR TO FOLLOW 

TIM l , ^ 1 ^ J' , MB M "-l* _ 

THB *y»TL«H« WILL ™ 

HiGHTAlL IT TO TM£ CA»?N 

TO *IN0 OUT WHAT* -« 

WROM&. WHEN TH6Y 0*T 

- THBVLb WHO 

MUTINO 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




r'MOLT AM? Hi* TRAIL 
LRtW ARE CAMpiN' I 
The brakes south 
, OF HEfit. ROlW OP 



TIM HOLT 




n &OfAt9Q0V9 TBAl. 

| for tub STATufTre.' chito, 



TIM HOLT 




A* TIM ANP Ulfr MEK FIGUT EWK FBG*A TMC 
CWRKNE6S Of THE BOCKS, TMl ATTACKEBS 

suppEM-y cease fiat .. gj 



TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 



'WH£n HOLT SHOWS 

up, we'U- allow a» how 

We WfiRG PLAYIN' ' 

j J&KI ON 




TIM HOLT 





fWHA-? 


>|y CON'T SHOOT/.. - r MAP M 
J FTO SG£ YOU.' I'M READY 41 
L 3 TO EXPLAIN NOW WHY I ■ 
■ WANT THAT STATUS. AND- 1 
■ . I'LL STILL G<VE YOU —~£ 
^V FIFTY DOLLARS FOR II 
Frr- V. ,T ' -irtjli 



THESE PAPERS ARE A *■( I KNOW. THAT'S 
LAND GRANT, OPENING \WMV I WAS AFTER. 
UP TUB NOJALeS TERRITORY ) TH£M. THEV HAVE 
rv TO NEW SETTLERS/ _-/ TO BE IN THE NOJALE5 

V .y^ ^ -, -s[ COURTROOM TOMORROW 

/ BEFORE SUNDOWN - 
i OR BURT CARMEN ANP 
S HIS GANG WILL FREEZfi 
uJl"* f Mm OVT HONEST 
Tj]\»^F^r— I SETTLER*/ 



- ANP NOJAlES 1$ OVER A 
HUNDRED MILES AWAY/ 



P*wl 



TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 



/ WE GOT A ©OOP 
LEAD ON HOLT AN' THAT 
PALOMINO OF HIS.' I A|M 
TO SET A FEW TRAP& FOR m« 
BECKON FOLKS WILL CALL THlS- 
"TIM HOLT'S LAST RIDE 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 



60i*e HOURS LATER, 
IN NO JAl6» — 



MEANWHILE, IN Th6 
NOJAlES COURTHOUSE--- 




TIM HOLT 



/MAYBE I LOST MY 
MGMORY AND IXIN'T KNOW 
WHY THO66 MEN Atf6 AFT6R 

7 ME, OK WHAT I'M COING IN 




TIM HOLT 



^rr-S Tl*.' HE'S HERE.' 
Tim- WHERE'S THE 
LAND GRANT, MAr? 
YOU BROUGHT IT FROM 
ABILENE/ WHERE 

m it ? 




Aft THE BULLET SMASHeS A FURROW 
ACROSS HI* TEMPLE, TlM'S MIND CLEARS. 
HIS EYES SNAP ALERTLY WITH ANGER. HIS 
HANDS DART DOWN AND LIFT-- 



1 THANKS. CARME-: YOU GAVr: 
MS MY MEMORY SACK— JUST 
IN TlMB TO PAY YOU OFF FOR 
ALL YOU'VE PON" ' 



'HERe ARE THE REAL LAND \ 
ORANT PAPERS, VOUR HONOR. ^ 
THEY WERE STOLEN BY CARMEN 
FROM THE GOVERNMENT MESSENGER 
V WHO WAS BRINGING THEM HERE. 
L\ CARMEN FORGED THE FALSE 
ONES ON YOUR 
DESK/ 




TODAV, AN EMPTY 
STATUETTE STANDS 
ON THE MANTEL OF 
TH6 T-H RANCH, 
MUTH PROOF THAT 
A LAWMAN'S LSAO 
15 STRONGER THAN 
AMY OUTLAW*... 



SIXGUNS AT SNAKE CAVE 



IN Carson City they said, " No lawman will 
ever catch the Cactus Sam gang! They're 
loo slick for any badge-wearer 1" 

In Cheyenne, the gossip was, "Cactus Sam 
will make ringtailcd gila monsters out've any- 
body that makes tracks after himl" 

Flip Carson knew all the range talk about 
the famous outlaw. But he had a job to do. 
The Chief Marshal had tc-ld him at the State 
eapitol, "I hear Cactus Sam's in the hills back 
of Silver City. Flip. Go get him." 

Just like that. Co get him! It was the way 
the federal marshals did things. Now. walking 
along the board walk in front of the Silver 
City music hall. Flip automatically cased his 
big Colts in their holsters. He did not expect 
to meet Sam in town, but he was ready 

He crossed the street to the tie-rail in front 
of the town's general store, where bis white 
gelding was tethered. He checked his saddle 
rifle, a .44-.40, made sure his big canteen was 
failed with water. Then he swung the gunny- 
sack that was filled with tanned beef and flour 
end a few pounds of pork, over the cantle, and 
lathed it securely. Flip swung Up into the 
saddle, cheek-reined his mount iillo llie street. 

H* rode easily, unhurriedly. According to 
the reports from the sheriff. Cactus Sam and 
his bunch were in the foothills under Black 
Mesa, some miles south of Silver City, Less 
than a week ago, they had held up the Capitol 
Stage and faded Into the brush before a posse 
could be organized. They would hole up for 
a while, to let things blow over. One thing 
about Sam, he always played things safe. 

Flip Fixed his eyes on the dark, flattopped 
bulk of Black Mesa. Somewhere, undei its 
vast shsdow, the outlaws lay bidden. 

The overhead sun was baking-hot. His wide- 
brimmed Stetson sheltered his face, but his 
back and arms were sizzling. Flip wondered 
how the outlaws stood that heat, out in the 
bare foothills. There were big znguara cacti, 
and clumps of Itcheguill*. but no sheltering 
trees. There might be overhanging ledges of 
rock, but the big rattlesnakes usually lay on 
those, basking in the sun. 

Flip reached the lower ridges of the hills 
before the scarlet sun disappeared below the 
horicon. He rigged a campfire and cooked 
his meal while there was still light enough to 
bide the blaze. Then he kicked the fire out, 
scattered sand over it, and walked a little 
distance from the tiny mound. 

He hunkered down, scanning the horiion. 
The darkness came down and shrouded the 
cactus and the mesquite. Flip looked for be- 
traying. fires, soon gave up. and rolled himself 
in a blank*- tartha.aifju. 



The sharp crack of a rifle woke him, in (he 
first, faint streaks of dawn. Flip rolled d*ut 
of bis blanket, his big hands moving auto- 
matically to his bolstered Colts. The bullet 
from the rifle spaiangcd against a rock be- 
hind him. 

Flip caught sight of a moving shadow. Gum 
in hit hsnds. Hie ran toward a high, sandy 
ridge. From this vantage point he- could tee 
down Into the wash. There was a man running 
toward him with a still-smoking rifle. 

"Heads up, owlhoot!" snapped Flip. 

The man looked up disbclicvingly. He 
cursed and lifted his Savage. His finger tight- 
ened. 

-The bullet fanned Flip** cheek as his own 
Colts flamed and bucked. The man in front of 
him collapsed from the waist, sharply doubl- 
ing up, dropping the rifle, and sliding down 
into the sand. 

Flip slid down into the floor of the wash, 
bolstering his guns. He turned the man over, 
"It's Slim of the Pecos. One of Cactus Sam's 
men," he muttered. "That means the others are 
somewhere around here. Probably close. He 
must've been coming in from Gunaight, and 
seen me sleeping." ■ 

He worried ahout the sounds of tin- gunfire, 
but there was no reaction to it. Flip went to 
the gelding and saddled it. He swung up into 
the kak and kneed the whits saddler dowsi 
Into the wash. 

For an hour he rode, sheltered by the sides 
of the wash. Then he reined out of the wash 
and cantered across the plain. His sharp eyes 
roved across the flats. There was no sign erf 
life. To the left were clumps of mesquite trees, 
to the right a scries of atone bluffs, flecked 
with the black, round openings of small caves. 

Flip grinned as he saw a half-dozen rattle- 
snakes stretched out In sun-baked abandon on 
the flat rock ledge of a cave-lip. There was a 
flash of feathers as a chaparral-cock raced to- 
ward the rock. Flip chuckled as the rattle- 
i rakes moved swiftly, slithering to safety. 
The chapparal-cock was a deadly enemy of the 
rattler. To watch it plant cactus leaves neaf 
a snake den to force them away was an edi**, 
cation. 1 

Flip moved on. grinding He rode for hours. 
And then, just as he was reining in his mount, 
be saw it. 4 

A Bat Up ol rock, with three rattlers 
stretched out on it. And in front of them, 
placing thorny cactus leaves, a chaparral bird. 
The snakes should be away from tbsrt, bittj 
they did not surl 



Flip examined ihem more closely. 

"Dead ones ! But what killed them? And — " 

An idea came to him then. He went rigid, 
■taring back over the dead snakes into the 
dark cave-mouth behind them. Men might 
hate killed those snake* and planted them as 
dummies there, to throw off anyone who 
would be looking far them. It made a good 
hideout, that cave. Cool in the day, and warm 
at night if a fire were rightly placed to draw. 

Flip kneed the gelding forward — 

A thin red flame roared from/the cave. Flip 
Aung himself sideways. His trained fundi 
went down end came up with bis guns. He 
triggered them, firing straigbl into the block 
maw of the cave. 

He heard a scream, and a steady Bow of 
curies. A man. half-blind with the blood run- 
ning down hit forehead, staggered forward 
etui fell pi one Another men followed, want- 
ing to die in the sunlight. 

Flip was off the gelding, running tot the 
shelter of some rucks. 

Bullets tossed the sand hi Ugh, spurting 
geysert all around him He Bung himself flat. 
rolled in back of ■ grotesque finger of rock 
that thrust up from the hard lavs bed. 

Calmly, Flip fired at the eeve. He could hear 
the high whef-tiiiag as his bullets ricco- 
chctcd off the walls of the cave and, flattened, 
hurtled back and forth. Some of those Rat- 
tened bullets would hit flesh. And when they 
did— 

A man screened In the cave There was s 
aWth-rattl* merging into the throbbing ulula- 
tion. Another man swore heartily. 

flomeons yelled, "Yuh'U git yore's, law- 
He had them bottled up. They had to some 
out so get him, to corns out into the flaming 
•untight, where they would make good ur- 
gote 

And come they did. with guns biasing! 

foremost came the badly wounded, know- 
ing they were dying fast, willing to aerve as 
shields for the sound onee coming after them. 
They hod said in Cheyenne that Cactus Sam 
boaaed a tough crew. Now, in the face of Flip'e 
gunfire, they gave good proof of it. 

Flip saw Cactus'Sam behind the others, He 
fired st him and miesed. And the outlaw found 
him with his sharp, rat-eyes. His outlaw guns 
blasted hot lead. 

Something slammed into Flip and turned 
him around. A dark haze settled over his 
eyes na fiery agony etarted to glow in his 
shoulder. Cactus Sam bad ruined his left 
shoulder with a lucky shot! Flip bit down 
on his teeth against the pain as he crawled 
closer to the rock. There was a slight vee of 
daylight in the ledge. On knees and a shaky 
hand. Flip rested his Colt in the vee. 



He could sea Cactus Sam and one of his 

mm through the slot. He triggered his gun. 
The man to the right of the outlaw leader slid 
into a heap, but Cactus Sam was away and 
running into the shelter of the rock* behind 
him. 

"Cot to ... go after him." Flip said through 
clenched teeth, dragging himself up by his 
hands on the rock. "Probably got his saddlers 
hidden somewhere behind that cave!" 

A ahrill whistle brought the white gelding 
st a fast canter. Flip lurched to the saddle, 
climbed into it. The wound in his ahoulder 
was searing with pain. Through a red mist. 
Flip aaw the sprawled lifeless bodies of the 
outlaws. There were five of them, five bad men 
he had shot down. But the big one. the brains 
and the force of the gang, was getting away! 

He jabbed a toe into the gelding's ribs. The 
white eaddlei flashed across the ground, hi* 
hoove* spurring up sand He dashed through 
the brush, whirled into a draw. 

Cactus Sam wsi standing in front of his 
horse, two guns in his hands, and they were 
erupting in flame. He had been standing there, 
waiting, listening to the gelding's pounding 
hooves, knowing Marshal Flip Carson wai 
coming closer, closer under the barrels of bis 



old Indian trick. If you did it fast enough, 
the bullet might rake your chest but it 
wouldn't go into it He did it fast enough so 
that Cactus taoa missed hem altogether. 

Then be was rolling on the ground, favoring 
hie wounded shoulder. His right band held a 
Colt and be was peering through slit eyes and 
a cloud of dust for the outlaw. He was stand- 
ing there, aaeklng through the duet for a shot 
st Flip. Their guns exploded at the sense 
moment. 

Cactus Sam was going down, very slowly. 
bending at the knees, not putting bta hand* 
out. His face slid into the sand and be wee* 1 
very still 

Flip whispered, "He . . . got the , . . other 
shoulder . . . with hi* last shot. . . " Ho fell 
forward, helpless. Ho lay there for a long 
time, until the biasing sun wont down end 
a cool breeae revived him. 

His arms helpless, ho doubled backward* 
and arose by knee and foot. He went and stood 
over the dead outlaw. He said, "Someday there 
won't be any more crime, Cactus. Until then. 
there have to be men like you and men like me. 
Reckon maybe us federal marshals can't al- 
ways get our man alive — but we get 'em so 
they don't make any more trouble for anyone I" 

He whistled. The gelding trotted forward. 

Reins in bta mouth. Flip climbed into the 

saddle. He whispered, "You take me home, 

dot. I'm kind of.. . . tired out. . 

The Sad 



TIM HOLT 



But so«e dav* latsr, pm 

DISCOVERS WHAT IT M8/kN5 TO 
FlOHT TMS &ITTSRNES5 OP AN 
"NTIfcC CATTLE COUNTRV... 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 



yum pouete-cRossi 

MAVERICK.' I'M OONNA 

PtUL VUH SO PUU. OF 

Jl-BAD 




TIM HOLT 




TIM Klii. 




TIM HOLT 




High above the stone floor 
of the deep gap, the two 
locked figures reel and 
swav with the pury of their 

FlfiHT " 




SUODENLV, SLAG ROGERS 
WHIRLS TO FLEE- AND 
M1SCALCULAT6S 
STEP — /" _. 

HIS 
FOOT 



6oW£ DAV6 LATER, AFTER the 
DOCTOR.* AND THE TRAlNLOAD OF 
jftEPlCINES HAVE BEEN HARP AT WORK. 




EET WAS WAN PREETV 
FIGHT, TIM.' WE COULD 
NOT «HOOT FOR PEAR < 

to heet you/ BUT WE 

DEESARM HEES 60yS- 
<\NOW I THEENK RAIL- 
* lv ROAO BE HOKAV. 




ESPECIALLY 

t WHEN EET HAVE 

) A SO-GOOO -« 

MAN LIKE YOU 

TO DO THEE , 

' tHEETiNG, TIM.'/ 




TWO SENSATIONAL BASEBALL OFFERS!! 

* A GREAT-NEW-EXCITING BASEBALL GAME * 



EDUCATION I 

IN YOUR OWN BASIBALL STADIUM 

"Casey on The Mound' 

• IG ItAGUI ■ AlltAll ItH MIMIAll'RI 



NO DICE— NO CARDS— NO SPINNERS 

Play If With Skill — Pitch Curves — Hit Pop Flies 
or Home Runs Over the Fences Gome Is Ployed 
At Home by Rogers Hornsby, Specs Sheo, Johnny 
Pusky. Bobby Doerr, Dom DiMaggio. Don Parker 
and Thousands ot Others This Game Has Taken 
Young and Old Alike by Storm, Approved by All. 

SENSATIONAL FASCINATING GREAT FUN 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICE $2.98 POSTPAID 

Better Books. Box l.VJllege Station. New York 14, NY. coupon iilowi 

• ANOTHER SENSATIONAL OFFER * 




JOE DiMAGGIO'S 
OWN STORY! 



How hr twiinie <in< si llij Leiguc Boebill 1 gTfitol 
pliyeri • 'Hi* moil t. tiling m menu of the past 10 
]rMT> of Bi.rl,jll > in]. Mofiei »1>.UI ISO KaPI Joe til 
plafcil with mil agimil ■ Finnim throw* hit«. 'liiht 
K»l»."' deicribed by ihf pli>cr who w» IN thtm! 

LUCKY TO Bt A YAHKEl 

Smash Hit loitball Story al tkt Ytarl 

Kite). iniimite itory ,.f "JNunt" !« DiH.in, Ihr 
ikee Clipper"— Till. I> IN HIS OWN WORDS! 
Every f»n. young ini! old. will get ■ Urmeiidoun kick 
«tn of Joe'i (Kit book. "Lucky to He i Y.nkee." Hf.e 
IS B»ieb*H'. -..■. ml, «>. ertietrlic. ■> maun* i> i 
lunger >o right held' Joe ptillt no punthet— on nlatel 



nwi . boat ' ■'■ mbm, win euaj pietafa si 

nil'. (TMttM »Un Whit'i rune— Joe hit wrill 
■bale lectirm telling hiiown wcWi ol winnini the 



IMIIALl 




> CHICK, CAIN 01 MOMIT 

"•I'll ti.iDM" 

MUSH fOUR OI0IR 

JBetter Books. Box 1, 
Vill. Stat .Now Yoi* 14 
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